62                   LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

XLVIL

PARIS, Sundayr, February n, 1843.
AMONG all the amiable things that you
write to me I think I discern the fact that
you are not anxious to see me. Am I mis-
taken, or is it because I am so little accus-
tomed to your sweetness that I cannot be-
lieve it real ? Tuesday shall you be cured,
shall you be free, shall you be in as good
humor as last Wednesday ?

XLVIII.

February n, 1843.

THIS note tikes upon itself the task of
saying no, without your intervention. This
ought to cure you of your bad habit of ne-
gation. The devil is bad enough without
you. You gain a great deal by going out
walking with me; you gain an air of health
and of strength. I say nothing of the vari-
ety of information which you acquire with-
out trouble. Now you are past mistress on
the subjects of vases and statues. Everyobserve that the weather is
